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charred black bushes of weeds,
smallpox on the skin of the earth.
The surviving tree-treasure of the land
is the sharp thorny bush,
biting when touched.
A crawling insect cannot be seen,
cries of jackals cannot be heard.
What is left to search for
that has not turned into dust?
Spending dark nights,
crossing the tidal ocean
of sacrificial blood
on floating corpses,
have the journeys of human lives
reached the shores of death?
Have they opted
for this land of the dead?
Foam on his thirsty lips,
blisters on his aching feet,
each step an unreachable distance,
each moment an unbearable burden,
looks full of gloomy darkness,
his dry heart throbbing,
is the mad traveller running
only to have mirages for his thirst?
Why these races and wasteful attempts?
Why to create false hopes
for the illusive lives?
Hard meditations and sacrifices,
bloody worships and mad prayers
in front of a demoniac idol,
in front of the living Saturn?
It is a rugged stone,